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D  E  D  l  C  A  T 1 0  N. 


To  Mr.  Yates,  Mr.  John  Reeve,  Mr.  Gallot, 
and  Mrs.  II.  Hughes,  who  sustained  the  principal 
characters  in  this  Burlesque,  I  dedicate  the  “  Elbow 
Shakers,”  not  more  from  a  feeling  of  gratitude  for 
their  individual  exertions,  than  in  admiration  of  the 
talent  that  crowned  it  with  success. 


THE  AUTHOR. 


February ,  1828 
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REMARKS. 


The  principal  aim  of  the  Author  has  been  to  create  a 
laugh  at  the  expense  of  our  continental  neighbours ;  who, 
it  is  well  known,  are  eternally  producing  melo-dramas 
of  a  horrifying  description,  and,  it  is  with  regret,  he  per¬ 
ceives  that  the  English  Theatre  is  following  close  upon 
their  heels.  The  tragedy  of  the  Gamester  is  mournful 
enough,  but  the  sad  picture  which  the  Author  draws, 
comes  so  near  reality,  and  presents  so  good  a  moral,  that 
we  are  not  disposed  to  quarrel  with  him,  as  many  have 
done,  for  too  painfully  exciting  our  feelings.  But  as  Re¬ 
gards  the  pieces  thrust  into  the  Dramatic  World  dur¬ 
ing  the  French  mania  in  the  year  1827,  under  the  titles 
of  “  Thirty  years,” — “  Gambler’s  Fate,” — “  Thirty  years 
of  a  Gambler’s  Life,”  &c.  against  them,  every  one  of  com¬ 
mon  sense  must  enter  his  protest.  The  picture  of  human 
misery,  crime,  and  wretchedness,  therein  described,  was 
exaggerated  too  glaringly  to  pass  current  with  an  En¬ 
glish  audience.  John  Bull  has  enough  of  sorrow  within 
the'circle  ofhisown  family  and  friends.  He  does  not  think 
the  constant  exhibition  of  their  vices  and  propensities,  on 
the  stage,  the  way  to  eradicate  them.  In  his  opinion,  it 
operates  rather  to  harden  those  enured  to  villainy,  than 
to  deter  the  young  and  inexperienced.  The  Author  is 
strengthened  in  this  opinion  by  the  fate  of  the  dramas  : 
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REMARKS. 


the  names  of  which  he  has  quoted.  The  one  acted  by 
“  His  Majesty’s  servants,”  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury 
Lane,  lingered  only  a  few  nights,  and  the  Metropolitan 
Press  was  loud  in  its  censure.  The  proprietors  of  Covent 
Garden  Theatre  announced  something  of  the  kind,  but 
after  it  had  been  underlined  in  their  play-bills  a  day  or 
two,  they  wisely  withdrew  it. 

Elliston  produced  it  at  the  Surrey  Theatre  ;  but,  after 
being  played  two  nights  only,  it  was  withdrawn  from  re¬ 
presentation. 

Messrs.  Terry  and  Yates,  of  the  Adelphi,  also  produced 
it  at  their  elegant  little  Theatre.  It  was,  whilst  witness¬ 
ing  the  monstrosity  at  the  latter  Theatre,  the  idea  struck 
the  Author  of  burlesquing  it.  He  is  aware  of  the  diffi¬ 
culties  with  which  he  has  to  contend — difficulties  not  a 
little  extended,  if  previous  to  perusing  the  piece,  the 
reader  should  not  have  seen  the  drama  it  burlesques. 

Inconsequence  of  the  extreme  length  of  the  perform¬ 
ances  at  the  Adelphi  Theatre,  it  was  found  necessary  to 
omit  in  representation,  the  parodies  on  “  I’d  be  a  Butter¬ 
fly,”  “  Follow,  follow,  over  Mountain,”  and  “  Return 
O!  my  Love.”  For  the  same  reason,  several  of  the  paro¬ 
dies  on  popular  speeches,  & c.  received  considerable  cur¬ 
tailment.  The  author,  however,  thinks  it  but  right  to 
inform  the  public  that  such  omission  did  not  take  place  bv 
reason  of  the  length  of  the  burlesque,  but  from  the  fact 
that  for  the  first  eighteen  nights  of  its  being  played,  the 
curtain  never  rose  till  long  past  eleven  o'clock. 


0 


&o0tume. 


MR.  WILLIAM  BLADDER,  Sen.— Butcher’s  dress,  blue  apron ; 
ret)  woollen  cap,  hoots. 

BILLY  BLADDER,  Jun.— First  dress— Grey  fustian  spencer, 
huff  waistcoat,  red  woollen  cap,  knife-steel,  buckskin  breeches, 
(■op  boots.  Second  dress — Same  as  first,  with  addition  of  large 
blanket  to  hide  the  ravages  of  thirty  years. 

TOMMY  CUTLET. — First  dress— Short  blue  smock,  buckskin 
breeches,  red  cap,  steel,  &c. — Second  dress — Same  as  first,  with  ad¬ 
dition  of  grey  quilt ,  and  match  bag. 

OBADIAH  BROADBRIM  — Suit  of  black,  large  hat,  gold  head¬ 
ed  cane. 

FARMER  GAMMON. — Brown  suit,  red  vest,  round  hat,  short 
stick. 

BLINKEYE. — Blue  coat,  blue  twowsers,  red  waistcoat. 

TWO  BOW  STREET  RUNNERS.— Same  attire. 

RAMSHORN. — Short  stuff  coat,  green  flannel  apron. 

BRANDYNOSE.  ditto  ditto. 

SPARERIB. — No  coat,  buff  waistcoat,  blue  apron. — Tray. 

DUSTMEN,  COACHMEN,  CADS,  ELBOW-SHAKERS, 
TH  AMES  TUNNEL  WORKMEN— at  discretion. 

SALLY  SCRAGGS. — First  dress — White  muslin  with  large 
flounces,  made  fashionable  at  the  shoulders.  Large  feather  at  back 
of  the  head. — Second  dress — Plain  cotton  gown. — Third  dress — An 
old  worn  out  stuff  petticoat,  with  greasy  grey  coat  thrown  over. 
Elat,  “  a  la  Billingsgate”  tied  on  with  a  handkerchief. 

MOLLY. — Common  Servant’s  dress. 

MRS.  RAMSHORN.— Figured  cotton  dress;  high  cap. 

AMELIA. — Short  petticoat  all  in  rags. 
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©ast  of  tf;e  dfyara  tiers 

As  sustained  at  the  Adc/p/ii  Theatre. 


Hi  .  William  Bladder,  Sen.  a  respectable  Butcher,  . .  Mr.  Gallolt. 
Billy  Bladder,  Jun.  )  (  Mr.  J.  Reeve 

Tommy  Cutlet - J  |  Mr.  Yates. 

Obadiah  Broadbrim,  an  Undertaker  . Mr.  Sanders. 

Farmer  Gammon,  Keeper  of  a  Pig  . Mr.  Morris. 

Blinkeye,  A  Police  Officer  . Mr.  S.  Smith. 

Two  Bow  Street  Runners . Mr.  G.  Buxton  &  Mr.  Fry. 

Ramshorn,  Landlord  of  the  Three  Golden  Rams . Mr.  Ilill. 

Brandy  nose,  Landlord  of  the  Wig  and  Hatband . Mr.  Phillips. 

Sparerib,  Apprentice  to  Billy  Bladder . Mr.  Cooper. 


Miss  Sally  Scraggs,  afterwards  Mrs.  Sarah  Bladder  .  .Mrs.  IT. Hughe* 


Molly,  her  Maid . Miss  Daly. 

Mrs.  Ramshorn,  the  Milk  of  human  Kindness . Miss  Barnett 

Amelia  Carolina  Sophia,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Billy  Bladder, 

Jun.  s  little  Daughter . Miss  Angellina. 


Dustmen,  Cads,  Elbow-Shakers,  Thames- Tunnel  Workmen,  4'c. 


Time,  fliirty  years. 


R.  H... 

L.  II.  .. 
P  S.  .. 
O.  P.  .. 

M.  S.  .. 
F.  E.  .. 

S.  E.  . . 

T.  E.  .. 
DC... 
D.  R.  H 
D.  L.  II 

B.  S.  .. 

C.  F. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 


•means . Right  Hand. 

. Left  do. 

•  -  ditto . Prompter’s  side. 

•  •  j!tto . Opposite  the  Prompter’s  side. 

.  .ditto . Middle  of  the  Stage. 

..ditto . First  Entrance. 

..ditto . Second  do. 

••ditto . Third  do. 

.  .ditto . Door  in  the  Centre. 

‘*f.ltto . D°or  on  the  Right  Hand. 


Door  on  the  Left  Hand. 
•  Back  of  the  Scene. 
Coining  Forward. 


rilE  ELBOW- SHAKERS! 


SCENE  1. 

e  interior  of  a  low  Public-house  in.  St.  Giles'  ;  Dustmen ,  Butchers , 
Sweeps,  Cuds,  Hackney  Coachmen  and  others,  round  a  table  playing 
it  Cards,  Dominoes,  Bagatelle,  B.  S.— Billy  Bladder,  Junr.  tossing 
•ip  with  a  sweep,  for  half-pence — Tommy  Cutlet  in  one  corner  of  the 
■oom  playing  ut  Cribbaye,  L. —  Obadiah  Broadbrim,  O.  P.  apart 
from  the  rest,  at  a  small  table,  reading. — As  the  curtain  rises  he 
'omes  forward. 

SONG. — Broadbrim,  c.  f. 


Tune —  “  Blue  Bonnets  over  the  Border 


Cards,  cards,  see  how  they  ’re  playing-  now, 

Who  in  this  house  would  e’er  be  a  boarder? 

Cards,  cards,  soon  you  will  cause  a  row, 

Throwing  this  jollity  into  disorder. 

Every  one  takes  a  hand! 

Oh,  what  a  horrid  band  ! 

Who  would  stop  longer  in  this  filthy  den  ? 

While  they  are  dealing, 

I’ll  be  off  stealing, 

For  sure  they  are  devils,  they  cannot  be  men. 

Cards,  cards,  &c. 


Come  from  the  table,  ye  dupes  to  the  knowing, 
Come  away  quick  while  good  men  and  true, 

Leave  off  this  dealing,  and  this  dice-throwing, 

Show  ye  have  virtues,  though  but  a  few. 

Oh,  what  a  scuffling, 

Each  Rogue  is  shuffling; 

Who  in  this  house  would  e’er  be  a  boarder  ? 

Now  ranting— tearing - 

Then  cursing — swearing  ; 

How  soon  is  their  jollity  thrown  in  disorder  ! 

Cards,  cards,  &c 
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Obadiah.  Verily  I’ll  go  to  my  niece.  I’m  sure  it  will 
glad  her, 

f  o  think  she’ll  find  no  gambler  in  Bill  Bladder. 

Landlord,  good  day.  [Going,  p.  s. 

Tommy.  {Coming forward)  Oh,  pray  don’t  go; 

Come,  have  a  rub ;  I’ve  a  trick  or  two  to  show. 

Obadiah.  I  never  gambles  !  Pray  sir,  let  me  pass - 

You  hear  that  noise — quite  dreadful ’tis, — alas! 

[A  great  noise.  Billy  Bladder ,  Junr.  upsets  the  Pots  and  Pipes 
on  the  tolde,  aud  rushes  forward  wringing  his  hands  in  despair.  M.  s. 
B.  Blud.  Oh  ruin  !  death!  confusion!  murder!  shame! 
What  shall  1  do  ?  [Hanging  on  Tommy's  shoulder. 

Tommy,  {to  Billy.)  Why  man,  be  tame. 

B.  Blad.  Talk  not  to  me,  that  jilt  dame  fortune- 
damn  her  ! 

Has  made  me  lose - 

Tommy.  {Eagerly.)  Lose,  what  ? 

B.  Blad.  r  Weeping,  i  Many  a  tanner. 

Tommy.  Well,  well,  your  luck  may  rally — don’t  let 
your  spirits  fail  : 

You  play’d  too-high. 

/>.  Blad.  I  toss’d  up  a 
tail.  {Cries. ) 

Tommy.  Nay,  pray  be 
know. 

That  tail  has  prov’d  indeed  a  tale  of  woe. 

/*.  Bind.  Villain  I  am,  for  Tommy  with  that  tanner,  1  — 

A  wedding  present  for  Sal  Scraggs,  did  mean  to  buy. 

tommy.  Don’t  be  down-hearted!  Pm  your  friend 
in  need  ! 

Obadiah.  r  Aside.  J  Why  as  I  live,  that’s  Bill'  It 
is  indeed! 

B.  Blad.  Dad  gave  me  the  blunt,  and  when  he  did 

he  says, 

“  Now  ®jl!’  n!.v  boy,  when  this  here  money  out  you  lays 
Re  sure  to  buy  for  Sal  a  prime  new  pair  of  stays  ’’  7  ’ 

:  0W  aR— all— all— is  gone  !  exactly  one  pound  eight  • 
cm  very  horrid  is  my  wretched,  wretched,  fate'  ’ 

Tommy.  Come,  come,  not  so  bad  neither,  vou’re  a 
.  cup  too  low  ;  J 

A  Stay  indeed,  well  that’s  no  great  go  ! 


head,  but  it  came  down 
calm! — though  sore  am  1 


to 
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I  ve  got  a  pair — now  promise  not  to  rend  them, 

And - 

B.  Bind,  And  what  ? 

Tommy.  To  yon  I’ll  lend  ’em! 

Ii.  Bind.  Ten  thousand  thanks  ! 

Tommy.  Nay,  I’m  only  civil. 

/>,  Bind.  Ten  million  thanks  ! 

Obadiah.  Son  of  the  Devil ! 

Tommy.  {'To  Billy  Bladder. )  I’ll  haste  and  fetch 
the  present.  I’ll  not  be  long, 

In  the  mean  time  my  buck,  tip  them  a  song. 

B.  Blad.  If  you  return  by  Daddy’s,  just  pop  your 
head  in  : 

Without  my  Thomas,  ’twill  be  a  sorry  wedding. 

Till  you  come  back,  I  shall  not  cease  to  sigh  ! 

Tommy.  Oh,  I’ll  be  back  within  the  twinkling  of 
my  eye. 

[As  Tommy  goes  out ,  Blinkeye  and  Bow  Street  Officers  enter.  F.  E. 

O.  P.  The  Gamblers  and  Elbow-Shakers  make  a  precipitate  retreat. 

P.  s. 

Blinkeye.  Here  landlord,  a  pot  of  heavy  please  to  fill, 
And  right  against  the  wall  stick  up  this  bill. 

[  One  of  the  Bow  Street  Officers  sticks  up  a  Bill  on  which  is  printed 
“  Ten  Pounds  Reward,  Stolen,  too  Pair  of  Town 
Made  Stays,  ”  &c.  &c.  M.  s.  Billy  Bladder  goes  out.  s.  E.  P.  s. 

Blinkeye.  Good  morrow  to  ye,  gentlemen. 

(To  Tommy. J  Beg  pardon  Sir,  but  I  would  feign 
With  ycur  permission,  ax  you,  Sir,  your  name? 

Tommy.  My  name  is  Cutlet.  On  Mutton  Hill 
My  father  keeps  a  shamble.  A  jolly  old  cock, 

Whose  constant  care  was  to  sell  his  carcases. 

And  keep  his  only  son,  myself,  to  slaughter. 

For  I  had  heard  of  skittles,  and  I  longed 

To  play,  aud  luck  soon  granted  what  the  Old  Boy  denied. 

The  sun  which  rose  this  morn  round  as  a  frying  pan, 

Had  not  yet  shone  upon  the  chimney- tops,  when  by 
his  rays 

A  regiment  of  grenadiers,  from  out  the  Park, 

In  stopping  here  to  drink,  monopolized  the  room. 

My  companions  fled  with  terror,  and  dismay ; 

B 
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I  alone  with  cheerful  pipe,  and  tankard  full  of  ale, 

•Sat  down  amongst  the  enemy  ;  and  listen’d  while 
I  hey  talk’d  of  skittles,  till  challeng’d  by  these  bragging 
grenadiers, 

I  play’d  and  conquer’d.  Scarce  a  game  was  won, 

W  hen  loud  huzzas  did  greet  my  conquering  skill, 

And  I  was  crown’d  the  chief  of  skittle-players!  ’ 
Returning  to  the  Tap-room,  I  disdained 
1  o  be  successful  in  skittles  only  ;  and  having  heard 
1  hat  cribbage,  whist,  and  loo,  were  sometimes  played, 

1  took  a  hand,  with  Brandynose  my  partner _ 

Yon  cheating  rascal,  who  the  odd  trick  lost. 

Yet  scarce  had  I  fond  hope  began  to  hug, 

When  you  stept  in,  and  show’d  your  ugly  mug. 

i  / j  //.* t r  ,  [T.rd.  o.  P. 

1  Officer.  Keep  a  sharp  look  out;  twenty  to  one  we 

nab  ’em ! 

2  Officer.  We’ll  share  the  blunt  I  say,  if  once  we 

grab  ’em  ! 


mi  l,  \  ^  ,  .  [ Exeunt  Officers,  p.s. 

Obudiah  (c.  f.)  Oh,  this  will  never  do  !  To  Bladder 
the  news  I’ll  carry  ; 

That  gambler  Bill,  my  niece,  shall  never  marry  ! 

[.hxit  Obadiali,  in  a  hurry  p.  s. 


Re-enter  Billy  Bladder,  Junr.  with  a  bottle  in  his 
hand.  s.  e.  p.  s. 


B'  /,>/tffjeilq°W  C°me  t0  arms> thou  dear  delightful 
Come  to  my  arms,  and  all  my  sorrows  end! 


SONG— Billy  Bladder,  Junr.  c.  f 
Air — Kelvin  Grove.* ’ 


bet  us  haste  unto  the  Gin  Shop, 

Bonny 
to]), 

Bonny  Bottle,  oh! 


„  Bonny  Bottle,  oh! 

YY  h#rt-  I’ll  Gil  you  to  the  top, 
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At.  the  sign  of  the  Hatband, 

Where  the  Landlord’s  seen  to  stand, 

And  for  money  opes  his  hand, 

Bonny  Bottle,  oh ! 

For  you’re  all  the  joy  I’ve  got, 

Bonny  Bottle,  oh 1 

Though  they  call  me  drunken  sot, 

Bonny  Bottle,  oh ! 
Then  of  drink  I’ll  have  my  fill, 

Let  them  say  whate’er  they  will ; 

Or  in  time  you  should  me  kill, 

Bonny  Bottle,  oh  ' 

Ah,  I  soon  must  bid  adieu  ! 

Bonny  Bottle,  oh  ' 

To  Brandy,  Gin,  and  you, 

Bonny  Bottle,  oh 1 

For  all  my  joys  must  stop, 

As  to  get  a  little  drop, 

I’ve  scarce  a  rag  to  pop, 

Bonny  Bottle,  oh ! 

And  when  I’m  cold  and  drear, 

Bonny  Bottle,  oh  1 

Should  my  spirit  chance  appear  ? 

Bonny  Bottle,  oh ! 

Will  you  dearest  as  you  sigh, 

If  I  chance  to  pass  you  bye, 

Have  a  wee  drop  in  your  eye, 

Bonny  Bottle,  oh  ! 


Exit  Billy  Bladder.  O.  P. 


If) 
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SCENE  II. 

[Interior  of  Mr.  Bladder,  Sen's.  Villa  at  Camberwell — Sally  Scraggs 

L.  H  and  her  maid  Molly,  arranging  some  favours  at  the  Glass _ 

Solemn  and  Bathetic  Music- — Sally  comes  forward  and  Sings. 

SONG — Sally  Scraggs. 


Air — “  Home,  Sweet  Home.” 


Ot  Brandy  and  Gin,  though  they  give  me  a  gill, 

Be  he  ever  so  ugly  there’s  no  man  like  Bill  ; 

The  squint  in  his  eye  seems  to  run  through  my  heart, 
And  the  shake  of  li is  fist  does  a  blessing-  impart ; 

Bill,  Bill,  sweet,  sweet  Bill, 

There’s  no  man  like  Bill,  &c. 

When  absent  from  Bill,  Gas-lights  dazzle  in  vain, 

Oh,  give  me  my  jolly  Bill  Bladder  again  ! 

His  tune  whistling  gaily,  that  made  me  dance  light, 
Give  me  Bill  with  Ins  castor  so  lily  white; 

Bill,  Bill,  sweet,  sweet  Bill, 

There’s  no  man  like  Bill,  &c. 


Sallt/.  Alas  !  Oh  dear  !  what  can  delay  my  Billy  ? 
lo  keep  from  me  at  such  a  time,  is  monstrous  silly  ! 

(n.  c.)  Enter  Mr.  William  Bladder,  Senr.  Mournful 

music .  J 

Hr.  .7?,  Good  morning  love  !  why  stops  my  son  ? 

His  stay  is  oddish  ! 

Sally.  I  hope  you’re  well  to  day  sir — you’re  looking 
bobbish.  5 

Hi.  R.  Yes,  thank  ye,  I’m  better- — why  leaves  my 
son  the  merry  pipe  and  tabor? 

1  fear  the  dog’s  a  playing  cards,  ave,  “  beggar  my 
neighbour.”  J 

Sally.  That  voice  my  sad  desponding  spirit  cheers, 
For  ah,  my  life,  my  soul,  my  joy  appears! 

/.nho-  Btlly  Bladder,  puffing  and  blowing,  f.  e.  o.  p, 

n  r,  Yhy*rry  ™lliam  Bladder?  Is  your  heart  ic’d  < 
R.  J,fad.  Oh  no,  for,  Sir,  I’m  ready  to  be  splic’d  ! 
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Mr.  B.  ( Sternly  .)  Billy  !  1  fear  your  secret  haunts 
to  tell ; 

You  stopt  last  night  you  rascal,  in  a  hell! 

B.  Blad.  Well,  Father,  I  did,  I  won’t  deny  it !— stop 
your  lingo  ; 

And  I’ll  not  play  again,  1  won’t — by  jingo. 

Mr.  B.  That  you  never  may,  frequently  your  daddy 
prays : 

But  Bill,  my  boy,  have  you  forgot  ? - 

B.  Blad.  What,  sir  ? 

Mr.  B.  The  stays. 

B.  Blad.  Oh,  no!  {Aside)  Unless  Tom  comes  to  me 
in  time, 

From  all  my  hopes,  this  will  take  out  the  shine  ; 

If  he  don’t  come,  oh,  there’ll  be  a  pretty  rout ! 

Well,  Tommy,  here  you  are  with  your  “  eye  out !  ” 

Enter  Tommy  Cutlet,  (f.  e.  p.  s.)  in  a  hurry.  He 
gives  a  pair  of  Stays  slily  to  Billy  Bladder. 

Tommy.  Here  take  the  stays,  I’m  out  of  breath  with 
runniog  quite, 

Here’s  a  prime  pair  !  They’ll  fit  her,  blow  me  tight ! 

B.  Blad.  Accept  these  stays— though  thin  your  shape, 
They’ll  make  you  thinner  than  the  two-penny  tape. 

[Billy  Bladder  presents  the  ivedding  present  to  Sally, 
who  receives  it  graciously ,  ana  places  it  under  her 
right  arm . 

Mr.  B.  And  now  my  pippins,  get  to  church ;  mind 
Bill — no  chaff. 

Sally.  Oh  no,  for  if  he  does,  he’ll  make  me  laugh. 
Mr' B.  There  now  be  gone  ;  while  I’ll  be  after 
dressing* , 

And  when  you’re  married,  ye  shall  have  my  blessing. 

r  The  Bride  and  Bridegroom  attended  by  Towny  Cut¬ 
let  and  Molly,  dance  off  to  the  tune  of  “  Let  us  haste 
to  the  Wedding (t.  E.  O.  p .)—Mr.  William  Bladder 
remains,  and  appears  highly  delighted  - his  transport s 
are  interrupted  by  a  loud  knocking  at  the  dooi  - 

Mr.  B.  Confound  that  noise  !  Some  dirty  hawker— 
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Enter  Sparerib,  with  a  Letter.  F.  r.  o.  p. 
Sparerib.  A  letter,  sir  ;  brought  by  Hookey  Walker 

[Lnt  Sparerib.  bowing  { f.  e.)  as  Mr.  William  Bladder  j> tits  on 
Ins  spectacles,  and  proceeds  to  read  the  Letter. 

Mr.  B.  dReadingJ  “  I  write  in  a  burry,  from  the  Three 
Golden  Canns, 

To  beg  that  friend  Bladder,  will  forbid  the  banns  ! 

His  Son  is  a  gambler  !  I  hate  all  such  sin! 

He  sha’nt  marry  Sally — blow  me  ! — 

Broadbrim.” 

Alas  !  the  friendly  warning's  come  too  late! 

By  this  time  they  are  in  the  marriage  state  ! 

Enter  Obadiah  Broadbrim,  (f.  e.  o.  p.)  very  much  affected, 
holding  his  'kerchief  to  his  head. 

Obadiah.  Friend  Bladder,  I’m  glad  to  see  you  though 
I’m  sore  with  grief! 

For  much  1  fear  Bill’s  bosom  friend ’s  a  thief  ! 

Mr.  B.  In  league  with  thieves,  I’d  thrash  him,  but 
1  find  my  head  ill  ; 

However,  I’ll  see  if  I  can’t  send  him  to  the  Tread  Mill! 

I  Joyful  Music— Re-enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Bladder,  Thomas 
Cutlet  and  Molly.  (T.  V..)— Tommy  starts  at  seeing  Mr.  Broadbrim 
—  Sally  rushes  into  her  Uncle's  arms.  L.  h. 

Tommy.  Why  Bill,  that’s  the  chap  we  saw  last  night— 
d’ye  think  he’ll  smoke  u-s  ( 

B.  Biad.  No  matter  Tommy;  the  fellow  can  but  joke  us! 

Sparerib  runs  in.  f.  e.  o.  p. 

Sparerib.  Oh,  Master  !  Misses  !  I’m  glad  you’re  come 
from  church  ! 

The  Officers  from  Bow  Street,  wish  the  house  to  search  ! 
Shall  I  admit  ’em  ? — or  for  assistance  call  ? 

Mr.  B.  Oh,  Billy,  Billy,  this  is  the  unkindest  cut 
of  all ! 

[Mr.  William  Bladder  falls  in  his  chair,  (M.  S.)  and  goes  off  in  a  tit 
in  consequence  of  the  violence  of  the  shock— Billy  Bladder  sharp, 
ens  las  knife,  and,  with  the  assistance  of  all  present,  bleeds  him.  r.  h. 

Tommy.  I’m  off  to  Brydges’  Street— mind,  meet  me 
there  ! 

If  they  ax  for  me  I  m  gone,  you  don’t,  know  where. 
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SONG — Tommy  Cutlet. 


Air — “  Follow ,  follow  over  Mountain.” 


Follow,  follow  to  the  Fountain, 

Follow,  follow  fora  Spree  ; 

I’ll  stand  a  mug  of  Mountain, 

If  you’ll  follow,  follow  me. 

Follow,  follow,  to  the  Fountain, 

Follow,  follow,  and  you’ll  see ; 

I’ll  not  touch  the  mug  of  Mountain, 

Till  you  follow,  follow  me. 

[Exit.  S.E.  O.  P. 

[As  Tommy  Cutlet  goes  of,  Blinkeye  and  the  other  Bow  Street  Of¬ 
ficers  enter.  (F.  2.  o.  p.) — Billy  Bladder  starts,  and  appears 
confused. 

B.  Blad.  How  now  ?  this  interruption  I  consider 
rude  ! 

Blinkeye.  Beg  pardon,  Bladder,  hope  I  don’t  intrude  ? 
You’ve  heard  of  the  Robbery  ? — 

B.  Blad.  Not  1— say  where  ? 

Blinkeye.  Why  at  the  Stay  Factory — front  room, 
three  pair! 

1  Officer.  No  doubt  he  knows  all  about  it!  Take  his 

confession  down  ! 

B.  Blad.  Silence  your  prattle  !  or  else  I’ll  crack  your 
crown  ! 

2  Officer.  Lawk  Blinky  !  look — Madam  we  don’t  wish 

you  to  alarm — 

But  you’ve  a  pair  of  prigg’d  stays,  under  your  arm! 
Sally.  Take  back  your  odious  stays ! — oh,  mercy — 
there,  there! 

('Stamping  them  to  the  ground.)  M.  S. 

B.  Blad.  Sal,  Sal,  consider  they  were  made  to  wear! 
Blinkeye.  The  very  stays  indeed  ! — how  came  you, 
sir,  by  these  ? 

B.  Blad.  I  buy  of  whom,  and  when  I  please  ! 
Obadiah.  This  looks  suspicious,  you’re  a  bad  man 
Bill ! 

Mr.  B.  I  must  retire  before  this  does  me  kill ! 
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Than  to  hear  this  news,  I  would  have  died  rather. 

B.  Blad.  Surely  you  do  not  mean  to  go,  dear  father  ? 

SONG — Mr.  William  Bladder,  Sen.  l.  h. 


Air — “  Thy  Father  Away." 


Thy  Daddy  !  away,  I  renounce  the  soft  claim, 
You  big  bellied  Butcher — disgrace  to  my  name. 
May  a  rope  put.  an  end  to  all  this  here  fun, 

Thy  father  you  lost  when  your  gambling  begun  1 


'F.  E.  P.  S.)  Mr.  William  Bladder  is  led  off  by  Sparerib  very  much 

i  agitated — Solemn  Music. 

Ohadiah.  ( to  the  Officers.)  Retire  awhile  my  friends — 

Blmkeye.  The  gemman  must  with  us  sail. 

Ohadiah.  In  half  an  hour  he  shall — till  then  consider 
me  his  bail. 

Blinheye.  Oh,  that  will  do!  don’t  be  downy — away 
with  this  grief ; 

Cheer  up!  and  remember  the  receiver  is  worse  than  the 
thief! 

(F.  K.  o.  P.)  The  Officers  leave  the  Room. 

Sally.  Oh,  Billy,  this  comes  of  running  on  your  rigs  ! 

Ohadiah.  Verily,  to  a  fine  market  you  have  brought 
your  pigs  ! 

B.  Blad.  I’m  master  here!  shall  an  old  dotard  dare 
my  views  to  cross  ? 

I’ll  gamble,  sir,  and  if  I  like  it — toss  ! 

Stand  off,  or - 

Sally.  ( Interrupting  him.)  Pray  smooth  your  rough 
phiz  hard ! 

B.  Blad.  Just  wait  my  love;  I’ll  run  him  through 
the  gizzard. 

(F.  E.  P.  S.)  Molly  runs  in,  as  Billy  Bladder  seizes  a  Broom. 

Well,  Molly,  speak  hussy  ;  what’s  the  row  ? 

Molly.  \  our  father  says  he  feels  much  worser  now. 

B.  Blad.  Send  him  a  doctor,  while  I  kick  this  fellow 
out ! 

Sally.  Oh,  do  not  harm  my  uncle;  think  of  his  gout — 
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B.  Bind.  D— n  his  gout —If  I  catch  his  old  beard, 
I’ll  pluck  it ! 

Sparerib  rushes  in.  f.  e.  p.  s. 

What  of  my  father  ? 

Sparerib.  Your  father  has - 

B.  Blud.  What  ? 

Sparerib.  Kick’d  the  bucket ! 

[  The  Broom  falls  from  the  hand  of  Billy  Bladder— He  is  quite 
overcome ,  and  falls  in  despair  on  the  Ground.  (M.  s.)  Sally 
wrings  her  hands.  (L.  u.)—Obadiah,  (R.  H.)  and  Molly  rub  his 
temples,  as  the  Scene  closes  upon  them. 

SCENE  III 

A  Street  in  London.  [Enter  Tommy  Cutlet,  f.  e.  p.  s. 
Tommy.  ( Soliloquizing .)  (c.  F.)  To  elbow-shake,  or 
not  to  elbow-shake? 

That’s  the  question  ;  whether  ’tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to 
suffer, 

The  freaks  and  frolics  of  that  jilt,  fortune  ; 

Or  to  take  odds  when  they  are  offered, 

And  by  dice-throwing  end  them?  To  play — to  want 
No  more!— and  by  good  luck  to  say  we  mend 
Our  worn-out  breeches,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  modesty  is  heir  to — “  ’Tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wished  ”— To  play— to  win, 

To  win  or  else  perchance  to  lose  ;  aye,  there’s  the  rub, 
For  in  that  state  of  chance,  what  ills  may  come, 

For  when  we’ve  shuffled  half  our  days. 

Our  luck  may  change  ! — there’s  the  respect 
That  gives  our  Elbow  Shaker  so  long  a  life  ; 

For  who  would  bear  the  snubs  and  scoffs  of  wives, 

The  pangs  of  despised  love  ;  the  sneers  of  friends, 

The  insolence  of  wealth,  and  the  laugh — 

The  horse-laugh,  when  once  he’s  known  to  lose; 

When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make, 

By  never  touching  cards  ?  Who  would  handle  dice  ; 

To  puff,  and  fume  under  a  gambler’s  life, 

But  that  the  dread  of  wanting  cash, 

The  distant  goal,  from  out  whose  walls  no  prisoner  escapes, 
Puzzles  the  will, 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills,  brought  on  by 
chance, 
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Than  fly  to  others  which  we  know  are  certain. 

<  [Mo  artful  music. 

vv  hat  means  that  noise  ?  Some  burial ;  alas  ! 

1  suppose  as  how  I  must  let  the  coffin  pass ! 

[Exit.  F.  E.  o.  p. 

[Enter  the  Funeral  Procession  of  the  City  Watch-Box.  (F.  E.  P.  S.) 
—  The  Watch  Box  carried  on  the  shoulders  of  six  Charlies _ Watch¬ 

men  following  two  a-breast,  with  Lanthorns,  §c.  On  the  Watch- 
Box  is  a  placard  with  the  words,  “  Alas  !  where  shall  we  sleep 
to-night  ?"— The  Procession  moves  across  the  Stage.  The  Watch¬ 
men  singing. 

SONG — The  Charlies-Lament. 


Air-— “  Giles  Scroggins 


He’s  gone,  the  snuggest  bower  of  sleep, 

Ri  fol,  &c. 

And  we  are  doomed  in  wet  to  creep, 

Ri  fol,  See. 

How  could  the  Beaks  bo  so  unkind, 

Ri  fol,  &c. 

As  leave  us  to  buffet  the  wind  ? 

Ri  fol,  See. 

[Exit  Procession,  s.  E.  o.  p. 


SCENE  IV. 

S, Butcher's  Shop,  in  SI.  GiUs'-Sall, 

uinds  up  the  Clock,  and  leaves  the  Room.  F.  E.  o.  P. 

Sally.  For  fifteen  long  years  to  Billy  pve  been  wed 
And  never  once  has  Bill  come  sober  home  to  bed 
1  he  night  he  spends  in  drinking;  but  no  matter  ’ 

WellSX?— W‘  ears’  bril«  a  Preci°“  clatter. 

{Enter  Molly  with  a  flat  candlestick,  k.  e,  s. 
X.dtt/.  Your  uncle,  ma’am, — he  comes  with  you  to  sup: 
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Sally.  He  does  ! — Pray  let  him  walk  his  body  up. 
And  mind  ;  if  Tom,  your  master’s  friend,  should  come, 

1  m  out  ( Significantly  putting  her  finger  to  her  nose )  you 
understand  ? 

Molly.  (Putting  her  finger  across  her  lips.)  Oh  yes! 
I’m  dumb ! 


[ Exit  f.  E.  o.  p. 

Sally.  Oh  William  Bladder!  William  Bladder!  Oh! 
oh — oh!  (Cries.) 

Enter  Obadiah  Broadbrim,  f.  e.  o.  p. 

Obadiah.  Nay,  cheer  up  duckey,  pray  don’t  cry  so! 
Bill  at  his  tricks  again  ?  He’ll  to  the  gallows  go  ! 

^ ou  must  not  lead  this  life,  yield  to  separation  ; 

And  Doctors’  Commons  shall  compel  him  to  make 
reparation. 

Sally.  You’re  kind  indeed,  sir;  I  will  quit  the  Jack- 
a-dandy — 

But  pray  be  seated,  sir,  and  take  a  thimble  full  of  brandy,, 
Obadiah.  I’m  glad  occasionally  I  can  afford  you  aid  ; 
Come',  think  no  more  !  here’s  “  success  to  trade.” 

[Pours  out  a  glass  and  gives  it  to  Sally,  who  drinks  it  of. 

Sally.  A  noble  toast !  I’ll  drink  it  in  a  bumper. 

( Aside.)  My  eyes,  if  Bill  saw  me  he’d  give  me  such  a 
thumper ! 

SONG— Sally  Bladder,  c.  f. 


Air — “  Hurrah  for  the  Bonnets  of  Blue.” 

Here’s  health  to  them  that’s  in  tra<% 

Here’s  health  to  them  that’s  in  trade, 

And  those  who  don’t  wish  good  luck  to  its  cause, 

May  they  never  by  business  be  made  ; 

’Tis  good  to  be  jolly  and  drink, 

’Tis  bad  to  play  cribbage  and  loo, 

’Tis  good  to  support  all  the  brandy-shops 
And  drink  of  their  Ruin  so  blue. 

Hurrah  for  their  Ruin  so  blue, 
Hurrah  for  their  Ruin  so  blue,  Syc. 
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Here’s  health  to  them  that’s  in  trade, 

Here’s  health  to  them  that’s  in  trade, 

And  success,  success  to  the  dear  liquor-shops, 

Where  two  pen’orth  of  brandy  is  made  ; 

Here’s  plenty  to  she  who  can  drink, 

Here’s  money  to  put  in  her  purse, 

Here’s  to  her  who  can  drink  as  hard  as  a  fish, 

And  feel  for  all  that,  none  the  worse. 

Hurrah  for  the  Ruin  so  blur 
Hurrah  for  the  Ruin  so  blue. 
’Tis  good  to  drink  deep,  as  I  always  do, 

In  a  bumper  of  Ruin  so  blue. 

Here’s,  &c.  &c. 

[A  hud  knocking,  the  brandy-bottle  falls  from  Sally  Bladder's  hands. 
Obadiah  Broadbrim's  teeth  chatter  and  his  knees  knock  together. 

Sally.  Oh  dear!  Oh  dear!  what’s  that  ?  it  has  put 
me  in  a  pretty  fright ! 

B.  Blad.  (Without.)  Hollo!  what  Mrs,  B. _ d’ve 

mean  to  keep  me  here  all  night  ? 

Sally.  ’Tis  Bill  by  goles  ! 

Obadiah.  He  must  not  catch  me  ! 

Sally.  Not  for  the  world,  he  would  so  knock  and 
scratch  ye. 

1  have  it ;  get  into  this  clock  case,  there  be  quiet, 

For  if  he  knows  you  are  here,  he’ll  make  a  precious  riot ' 

\_In  the  hurry  to  get  into  the  clock  case,  Obadiah  drops  his  hat. 


(m.  s.)  Enter  Billy  Bladder  in  a  loving  mood.  f.  e.  o.  p, 

B.  Blad.  My  dearest  Sarah  !  (Fondly  to  Sarah.) 

‘  ally.  ( Aside .)  So  kind!  what  can  it  mean  ? 

B.  Blad.  My  dearest  Sarah  ! 

S.(!11;!;  ,  ,  Surely  you’ve  drinking-  been  ? 

/*•  Bind.  I  wish  to  try  your  love  to  night- _ _ 

Sally.  Tt  has  been  tried  already. 

B.  Btad  #  Nay  love!  not  quite: 

I  wish  to  try  it  more.  1 

Sa//y  Speak  out  man,  and  be  plain  ! 

B.  Blad.  I  will  endeavour,  though  1  fear  ’twill  be 
m  vain  ; 

Last  night  my  duck,  with  shame  and  sorrow  do  I  say  it. 

1  lost  a  wnackmg  sum  at  cards _  ^  ’ 

} E?”erfy  )  And  Wish  me  for  to  pay  it  ? 

B.  Blad.  I  do! 


THE  ELBOW-SHAKERS. 


25 


Sally.  What  give  you  money,  when  its  not  my  own  ! 
B.  Blad.  Yes,  flesh  of  my  flesh,  bone  of  my  bone. 
Sally.  If  I  refuse  thee,  you  must  grant  me  pardon  ; 
But  I’m  resolv’d — not  to  advance  one  single  fardon. 

B.  Blad.  Not  stand  a  fardon  !  Here’s  a  pretty  start ! 
Madam,  from  you  I  do  intend  to  part ; 

You’ve  been  damned  cross  of  late,  and  may  I  burn, 

If,  till  you  beg  my  pardon  ; — 1  return  ! 

SONG — Billy  Bladder. 


Air — “  The  Soldier  Tir'd.” 


The  husband  tired  of  nuptial  jars, 

Is  forced  to  quit  the  wife  who  spars, 

And  scorn  such  scolding  wretches ; 

But  if  his  pardon  she  implores, 

He  more  than  ever  her  adores, 

She  wears  again  the  breeches  ! 

Sally.  Pshaw!  I  don’t  mind  a  fig  your  squalling  ; 
Y’ou  gets  no  money  out  of  me  by  bawling! 

B.  Blad.  Not  get  the  cash  !  (Aside.)  I  fear  I  must 
dissemble  ; 

Sal,  say  not  so,  for  ah  !  it  makes  me  tremble  ! 

Don’t  be  surpris’d  my  dear,  nor  think  it  odd. 

If  they  get  me  to-morrow,  and  pop  me  into  quod! 

Sally.  In  quod!  for  what?  They  cannot  Bill  for 
gambling. 

B.  Blad.  No  not  exactly ;  but  yesterday  as  I  was 
rambling 

I  met  a  tailor  ;  under  his  arm  he  carried, 

A  pair  of  new  black  satin  breeches:  these  I  borrowed. 
Sally.  There’s  no  great  harm  in  that ! 

B.  Blad.  No  dearest — but  scarcely  knowing  what  J 
was  about, 

I  took  them  to  your  Uncl’s,  and  put  them  up  the  spout ; 
You’ll  own  it  was  an  unlawful  pledge  of  my  affection, 
And  much  I  fear  it  should  meet  detection. 

Sally.  Oh  goodness  gracious  !  Dear  love,  soon  after 
dawn, 

As  here’s  the  money,  fetch  them  out  of  pawn  ! 

[  Gives  money. 
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B.  Blud.  Now  then  I  feel  as  gav,  as  cheerful,  and  as 
light, 

As  an  Alderman;  yes,  blow  me  tight! 

SONG — Billy  Bladder. 


Air — “  I'd  be  a  Butterfly” 


I'd  be  an  Alderman,  whose  belly  so  large  is, ' 

Making  Sheriffs,  and  Judges,  and  Councilmen  stare, 
Riding  for  ever  in  coaches  and  barges, 

Wearing  gold  chains,  so  heavy  and  rare. 

Oh,  how  I  languish  for  fine  City  barges ! 

Oh,  bow  I  sigh  for  my  Lord  Mayor’s  chair  ! 

I’d  be  an  Alderman,  whose  belly  so  large  is, 

Wearing  gold  chains  so  heavy  and  rare. 

I’d  be  an  Alderman,  &c.  &c. 

If  I  could  get  what  I  want  by  wishing  for, 

In  the  Alderman’s  Court  I  would  soon  have  a  seal, 

My  whole  employment,  compliments  fishing  for, 

Dining  and  supping,  on  rich  venison  meat ; 

Oh,  how  I  languish  for  fine  City  barges ! 

Oh,  how  I  sigh  for  my  Lord  Mayor’s  chair! 

I’d  be  an  Alderman,  whose  belly  so  large  is. 

Wearing  gold  chains  so  heavy  and  rare. 

I’d  be  an  Alderman,  &c.  &c. 

[At  the  conclusion  of  the  song,  Billy  Bladder  steps  on  Obadiah's 
hat.  (M.  s.)  He  starts.  Sally  appears  confused — Obadiah 
groans. 

ZL  Bind.  Hell  and  the  devil ! — what’s  this  ?  Speak 
or  I  shall  go  wild  ! 

[  Takes  up  the  hat. 

Sally.  Lawks  Bill!  ’Tis  but  a  hat  belonging  to  our 
child. 

B.  Bind.  You’ve  hid  a  man  ! — you  shameless  queen 
of  sluts, 

Whoe’er  it  fits,  I’ll  run  this  poker  through  his  guts! 

[Seizes  a  red  hot  poker .  R.  H. 
Sadly.  Nay  Bill,  this  is  really  what  1  call  unkind  ; 

’Tis  but  a  neighbour  step’d  in,  the  clock  to  wind  ! 
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B.  Bind.  You  jade!  think  not  to  make  me  your 
stumbling  block  ; 

I  wants  no  neighbour  here  to  wind  up  my  clock. 

So  out  he  comes! — ah  you — thou  vile  old  spy  ; 

Come  out  !  I’ll  be  revenged,  now  both  shall  die! 

[ Billy  drags  Obadiah  out  of  the  clock-case.  E.  H. 

Obadiah.  1  only  came  two  pounds  of  imitton  chops  to 
buy  ! 

Sparerib  runs  in.  f.  e.  o.  p. 

Sparerib.  Oh,  master  run,  begone,  oh,  haste  away  ! 
away  ! 

The  OiRcers  are  come,  there’ll  be  the  devil  to  pay  ; 

Nay  sir,  I’m  in  earnest!  pray  don’t  scoff. 

Obadiah.  I  think  as  how  I  may  as  well  be  off. 

[Runs  out  of  the  window.  L.  tl. 
B.  Blad.  Hollo!  what  the  devil  is  the  fellow  at  ? 

But  I’ll  be  after  him — take  that,  and  that ! 

[ Billy  Bladder  throws  a  leg  of  mutton  after  Obadiah,  and  jumps 
out  of  the  window  in  pursuit  of  him. 

SCENE  V. 

[  Outside  of  the  Three  Golden  Rams,  a  small  Public  House  on  the 
Rolherhilhe  Road.  A  number  of  Thames  Tunnel  Workmen  and 
others  drinking.  (M.  S.)  Farmer  Gammon  drinking  at  a  small 
table  by  himself.  (R.  H.)  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ramshorn  attending  upon 
tJ'ieir  customers. 

Song  and  Chorus,  by  the  Workmen. 


Air — “  Over  the  Water  for  Charley .” 


In  London  fam'd  city  by  day  and  by  night, 

Such  wonderful  wonders  have  been,  Sirs, 

’Twould  fill  an  odd  volume  if  I  was  to  write, 

Just  half  the  wonders  I’ve  seen,  Sirs: 

There’s  Steam  which  has  put  out  of  joint  Gas’s  nose, 
And  Gas  sure  to  it,  quite  a  stick  is, 

For  a  patent  they’ve  got; — so  the  world  goes 
By  Steam,  to  wash  gentlemen’s  dickies. 
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There’s  Colossus  M’Adam,  the  great  man  of  roucls, 

A  dust  kicking  up  where  he  stays,  Sirs, 

’Twere  a  pity  I’m  sure  if  his  conscience  he  goads, 

Since  he  always  is  mending  his  wags,  Sirs  : 

Then  there’s  Mines,  with  Balloons,  tax-carts  and  tax  men, 
Professing-  to  teach  learning’s  lore,  Sirs, 

And  all  sorts  of  Tunnels,  tho’  I  think  now  and  then, 

That  under  the  Thames  is  a  bore,  Sirs. 

There’s  Champagne,  with  Blacking,  and  Peel’s  Coffee  House, 
Over  Waterloo  Bridge  for  one  penny,  Sirs, 

Wild  Duck  when  in  season,  also  Partridge  and  Grouse, 

And  all  sorts  of  treats  for  your  money,  Sirs  : 

St.  Paul’s  and  the  Tower,  the  Park  lit  with  Gas, 

And  plenty  of  places  for  fun,  Sirs, 

The  Lords  and  the  Commons,  where  the  Speaker  alas  ' 

Is  the  only  one  person  that’s  dumb,  Sirs  ' 

Rams.  That’s  right.,  drink  and  be  merry  boys  ! — 

Hollo  wife,  what  is  the  meaning  of  that  there  noise  ? 

[ Loud  shouting. 

Mrs.  R.  The  little  boys  all  shouting  after  Mr.  Bladder; 

They  tease  him  worse  than  serpent,  snake,  or  adder. 

[A  great  uproar.  Hilly  Bladder  runs  in,  pursued  by  a  crowd  of 
boys  (T.  E.  o.  p.)  He  knocks  the  leader  down,  and  then,  as  in 
great '  armies,  his  followers  run  away  in  a  fright. 

Rams.  T  say, you  sir,  pray  what  may  be  your  pleasure  ? 

B.  Blad.  A  pint  of  gin  in  that  there  measure. 

[Pointing  to  a  measure  which  is  standing  on  a  table.  M.  s, 

Rasas.  Beg  pardon,  sir — but  really  I - 

Mrs.  R.  What  do  you  mean  to  do? - 

Rams,  f  Significantly  to  his  wife.)  G  ive  him  the  go  by  ! 

B.  Blad.  This  comes  of  being  poor  ;  I  cannot  money 
earn, 

And  luck  is  so  long  absent,  hang  me  if  it  will  return  ! 

SONG — Billy  Bladder,  c.  f. 


Air — “  Return  O  !  in y  Lave!  ” 

Return  oh  my  Luck,  or  I’m  soon  in  the  Bench, 
Where  its  rules  their  kind  ;iid  must  lend, 

And  1  II  hug  thee  tast  like  a  virgin  wench, 

And  my  children  will  all  have  a  friend. 


Return,  &c. 
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The  touch  of  the  Bailiff  is  what  I  fear, 

Empower’d  by  cruel  John  Doe; 

When  none  at  my  fate  will  e’en  shed  a  tear, 

Or  bail  me  before  I  go — I  go. 

Return,  &c. 

[  Billy  Bladder  sets  himself  melancholilly  down ,  and  reclines  his  head 
on  the  table.  (M.  S.)  He  sees  some  potaloe -parings  on  the  ground, 
which  he  picks  vp  and  greedily  devours.  He  also  looks  in  the 
pots  to  see  if  the  Workmen  have  left  a  little  drop  behind  them — 
Farmer  Gammon  yawns  and  addresses  him.  (R.  H.) 

Far.  Gam.  I  say  old  chap,  which  way  do  you  intend 
to  roam  ? 

Perhaps  you’ll  assist  to  drive  a  pig — confound  him — home. 
I’m  tired,  and  wish  to  sleep  here  to-night ; 

So  if  you’ll  take  the  pig,  I’ll  stand  two  hogs  bright. 

B.  Bind.  Agreed!  two  hogs!  with  that  I’ll  risk  a 
game  at  hookey. 

Far.  Gam.  Good  man,  go  strait  to  Farmer  Gammon’s, 
ax  for  Sukear ; 

You’ll  find  her  there,  William  Street  ;  number  nine. 

B.  Bind.  (Taking  money.)  One  pig! 

Far.  Gam.  Two  hogs  ! — 

B.  Blad.  They’re  mine!  they’re  mine! 

\_Billy  rushes  out  exultingly.  F,  E.  o.p. 

Far.  Gam.  It’s  all  right,  I  suppose  that  chap  will 
do  the  job  ; 

If  not,  when  next  we  meet  Til  crack  his  nob  ! 

Rams.  Now  lads  to  work — else  they’ll  bear  your 
fun-ill ; 

Be  quick — begone — to  excavate  the  Tunnel. 

Scene  closes  upon  them . 

SCENE  VI. 

[  The  interior  of  Billy  Bladder's  wretched  abode — The  windows 
stuffed  up  with  cobwebs  and  old  stockings — A  small  piece  of  rush, 
light  thrust  into  a  pint -bottle  for  a  candlestick — The  three-legged - 
stool  by  way  of  table.  (M.  S.)  An  old  warming-pan  instead  of  a  pot. 
— A  dirty  pack  of  cards  strewed  about  the  room.  Sally  Bladder, 
(L.  H.)  and  her  Daughter,  Amelia  Sophia,  shivering  over  the 
dying  embers  of  a  fire  made  of  faggots.  (L.)  Amelia  appears  very 
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hungry ,  and  gnawing  the  bladebone  of  a  shoulder  of  mutton, 
which  her  Papa  and  Mama  had  for  dinner  a  month  previous. 

Amelia .  Oh,  Mama!  will  dear  Papa  come  home  to 
aight  ? 

Pm  so  peckish  I  could  eat  an  elephant  quite. 

Mrs.  B.  What  a  whole  elephant  !  you  greedy  little 
elf! 

(Aside.)  But  I  don’t  wonder,  I  could  eat  half  of  one 
myself 

Alas  !  to  what  a  pitch  of  misery  are  we  come! 

[ Hurried  Music.  Billy  Bladder  (D.  R.  n.)  rushes  hin — is  hands 

arc  bloody,  and  he  carries  a  Leg  of  Pork. 

B.  Blad.  There  wife,  make  haste,  souse  him  in  the  pot ! 

,  [  Throws  dozen  the  leg  o  f  porfc . 

Mrs.  B.  A  leg  of  Pork!  How,  Billy,  was  that  got  ? 

B.  Blad.  A  friend  gave  it  to  me.  I  met  him  in  the 
Strand. 

Amelia.  Oh,  Ma,  there’s  blood  upon  Pa’s  pretty 
hand  ! - 

B.  Blad.  (Starting.)  No,  dear  ’tis  ink — Red  ink  my 
love  ! 

Mrs.  B.  Zounds  Billy  !  I  think  you’re  running  on 
a  rig. 

B.  Blad.  (Aside.)  The  devil !  Does  she  suspect  as 
how  I  stuck  the  pig  V 

[A  noise  at  the  door.  Billy  starts. 

Who’s  there  ?  How  I  tremble!  my  courage  is  sham ! 

[ Thomas  Cutlet,  appears  at  the  door.  (D.  R.  H.)  He  hobbles  on  a 

crutch ,  and  appears  to  be  selling  matches. 

Tommy.  Pity  the  sorrows  of  a  very  poor  man  ! 

B.  Blad.  (Taking  up  the  rushlight.  L.  F.)  That 
voice — though  Pm  sad — makes  me  ten  times 
sadder. 

Tommy.  I’m  blind,  or  ’tis  he— as  1  live  ’tis  Bill 
Bladder ! 

B.  Blad.  Yes,  Tom,  ’tis  the  youth  whom  to  ruin 
you’ve  brought ! 

Mrs.  B.  He  is  wiser  grown  now.  Time  a  lesson  has 
taught. 

tommy.  Lawks  ma’am  !  don’t  be  frumpy — 1  was  one** 
his  delight. 
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Mrs.  B.  Thou  monster  away  !  Come  let’s  get  out  of 
his  sight ! 

[ Takes  her  Child ,  and  being  very  much  agitated  at  the  sight  of  her 
husband's  ruinator,  leaves  the  apartment.  (T.  E.  o.  P.)  Tommy 
tosses  up  some  halfpence — Billy  turns  away  from  the  sound  in 
horror,  (l.  h.) 

Tommy.  “  Head  or  tail !  ”  for  a  shilling-,  nay,  start  not 
old  boy ; 

It  was  once  your  sole  pleasure — your  hobby — your  joy  ! 
B.  Blad.  Away,  you  have  humbugg’d  me! — you 
speak  but  in  vain. 

Tommy.  Humbug  you  !  I’ll  thank  you,  sir,  if  you’ll 
please  to  explain  ! 

B.  Blad.  That  you  humbugg’d  me,  doth  appear  in 
this, 

"V  ou  have  forgot  and  left  poor  Bladder 
To  endure  all  the  pains  cf  hunger; 

Nay,  more,  his  very  letters,  praying  for  a  mag, 

Although  you  knew  the  man,  remained  unnoticed  ! 
Tommy.  You  humbugg’d  yourself,  to  write  in  such  a 
case. 

B.  Blad.  In  such  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence,  should  bear  its  comment. 

Tommy.  Let  me  tell  you,  Bladder,  you  yourself 
Were  much  condemned,  to  have  an  itching  palm, 

To  pawn  and  sell  your  small  clothes  for  pence 
To  Elbow-Shakers: 

B.  Blad.  I  an  itching  palm  ? 

You  know,  that  you  are  Thomas  that  speak  this, 

Or  by  goles,  this  speech  were  else  your  last ! 

Tommy.  The  name  of  Bladder  honours  this  corruption, 
And  milling  him,  doth  therefore  hide  its  head. 

B.  Blad.  Remember  March — the  hidings  of  March 
remember, 

Did  not  Bill  Bladder  whop  young  Curtis? 

Aye,  though  the  Fancy’s  Pet ! 

What  !  shall  one  of  us, 

That  fought  the  foremost  man  in  all  the  ring, 

Shall  we  contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  blood, 

And  stoop  to  whop  e’en  such  a  thing  as  thou  art  ? 

I’d  rather  be  a  cad  on  top  of  one  of  the  Paddington  short 
stages, 

Than  such  an  humbug  ! 
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Tommy.  Bladder,  “  humbug  ”  not  me  ; 

I'll  not  endure  it  /  E  am  a  player — I — 

Older  in  practice  ;  abler  than  yourself, 

To  elbow-shake,  and  take  the  knowing  in  ! 

B.  Bind ,  Goto — you’re  no  player ! 

Tommy.  I  am. 

B.  Bind.  I  say  you  are  not. 

Tommy.  Urge  me  no  further  ;  I  shall  forget  myself ; 
Look  to  your  probosity-  Tempt  me  no  further  ! 

B.  Blad.  Away  little  man! 

Tommy.  Is  it  possible  ? 

B.  Blad.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 

Must  I  give  time  and  patience  to  an  old  cheat  ? 

Shall  I  be  frightened  when  a  Jack-Ass  brays  ? 

Tommy.  Oh,  blood  and  hounds!  oh,  blood  and 
hounds  ! 

Must  I  endure  all  this  ! 

B.  Blad.  All  this! — Aye,  more.  Must  I  humble? 
Must  I  obey  you  ?  Must  I  stand  and  kiss. 

Your  dirty  leather  breeches?  By  golcs, 

You  shall  lick  the  dust  upon  the  ground  ! 

Though  it  should  spoil  your  teeth  ; 

For  from  this  day  forth 

I’ll  use  you  for  my  butt — yes  for  my  grinning, 

Whenever  you  appear  ! 

Tommy.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

B.  Blad.  You  say  you  are  abetter  player; 

Let  it  appear  so.  Make  your  bragging  true  i 

Here’s  an  old  pack.  For  my  own  part 

I  shall  be  glad  to  learn  of  knowing  men!  [Bladder  ! 

Tommy.  You  wrong  me  every  way  ;  you  wrong  me, 
I  said  an  older  player  ;  not  a  better; 

Did  I  say  a  better  ? 

B.  Blad.  If  you  did  I  care  not  ! 

Tommy.  Speak  not  so  harshly  !  For  by  my  love, 

I  may  do  that  I  should  be  sorry  for :  yes,  damme  ! 

B.  Blad.  You  have  done  that  you  should  be  sorry  for. 
There  is  no  terror  Thomas  in  your  “  dammes,” 

For  I  am  lined  so  strong  with  brandy, 

That  they  pass  by  me  as  the  howling  of  a  dog 
Which  I  respect  not !  I  did  send  to  you 
For  money,  which  you  denied  me  ! 

Was  that  done,  like  Thomas  Cutlet  ? 
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'Tommy.  I  denied  you  not.  The  post  miscarried  1 
Bladder  has  got  my  heart.  I  always  said  he  was  a 
trump! 

Come,  fortune,  come, 

Revenge  yourself  alone  on  Cutlet! 

For  he  is  weary  of  the  world  ! 

Hated  by  those  he  loved — braved  by  Bladder, 

Checked  like  a  sparrow  ;  all  his  courage  tamed  ,* 

Called  an  old  cheat,  nay  more,  a  Jack-Ass  too; 

O,  I  could  weep  the  salt  from  out  mine  eyes! 

Here’s  a  fork  ! — Here  a  goodly  paunch,  within  a  heart, 
Big  as  a  bullock’s,  aye,  and  fatter  too, 

If  you  like  it;  stick  in  the  prongs, 

I  that  denied  thee  money,  will  give  my  heart, 

Strike  as  thou  would’st  a  calf,  for  I  know, 

When  thou  sayest  thou  hatest  him,  you  love  him  better 
Than  baked  shoulder  of  mutton,  though  potatoes  hot 
Were  under  it. 

B.  Blad  Put  up  the  fork  ! 

Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  shall  have  room 
Do  what  you  will,  e’en  cheating  shall  be  humour  ; 

O,  Tommy,  you  are  yoked  with  a  sheep, 

That  carries  wool ;  who  much  enforced. 

Show's  a  hasty  “Baa,”  and  straight  is  calm  again. 

Tommy.  Do  you  confess  so  much  ?  Tip  me  your 
dadale ! 

B.  Blad.  And  my  heart  too! 

Tommy.  Oh,  Bladder  ! 

B.  Blad.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Tommy .  Have  you  not  love  enough  to  bear  with  me, 
When  that  rash  humour  which  my  mother  gave  me 
Makes  me  forgetful  ? 

B  Blad.  Yes  Tommy!  And  henceforward 
When  you  a  row  kick  up  with  Bladder, 

He’ll  think  your  belly  aches,  and  leave  you  so  ! 

Tommy,  And  now  to  business  !  Why  Bill  yu’  r  e 
looking  queerish ! 

B-  Blad.  That’s  because  the  meat  is  rather  dearish  ! 
Tommy.  What’s  this  ?  A  leg  of  pork  !  Come  pork’s 
as  dear  as  veal ! 

B.  Blad.  Yes,  but  I  got  that  cheap! - 
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Tommy.  [Interrupting  him.)  Cheap!  How? 

B.  I! lad.  Why  I  a  Pig  did  steal  ! 

% 

Enter  in  haste ,  Sally  Bladder,  f.  e.  o.  p. 

Sully.  Oh,  Billy!  Billy!  I’ve  sad  news  to  be 
revealing, 

The  Officers  are  arter  you  ! 

B.  Blad.  My  crime ! - 

Sally.  Pig  stealing. 

Tommy.  A  Pig!  Oh,  haste  away^Bi  11,  I  much  fear 
you’ll  be  taken — 

You  scarce  have  time  enough  to  save  your  bacon  ! 

[  They  all  run  off.  F.  E.  O.  P. 

SCENE  VII. 

[A  view  of  the  interior  of  the  Thames  Tunnel. — Billy  Bladder  and 
Tommy  Cutlet  rush  in  as  if  to  avoid  pursuers — a  cry  of  “  stop  'em  ” 
is  raised.  F.  E.  P.  8. 

B.  Bind.  At  this  time  friend  Tommy,  I  think  of 
your  pun  ill ! 

But  where  shall  we  hide  ? - 

Tommy.  Where  ? 

B.  Blad.  There  in  the  Thames  Tunnel ! 

[  They  hide  in  the  Tunnel. 

Enter  Mrs.  Bladder,  Ohadiah  Broadbrim,  Farmer  Gammon,  Of¬ 
ficers,  fyc.  (F.  E.  p.  s.) — Just  as  they  enter,  the  waters  break 
through  the  Tunnel,  and  the  Elbow-Shakers  are  seen  struggling 
against  the  inundation.  ( M.  8.)— Mrs.  Bladder  screams.— The 
Officers  rush  in,  and  save  them  from  drowning— They  are  brought 
forward  covered  with  mud  and  dirt.  R.  h. 

Tommy.  A  narrow  escape  !  Our  fate  was  a  hard  one! 
Obadiah.  Make  way  ! — Where’s  my  nephew  !  See 
here  is  his  pardon  ! 

Sally.  His  pardon  !  Now’  Bill  you  must  never  more 
ramble  ; 

And  promise  me  faithfully - 

B.  Blad.  Never  to  gamble  ! 

Sally.  No,  never. 

II.  Blad.  I  do  ! 

But  remember — I  have  one  saving  clause, 

I  hope  you’ll  allow  me  to  play  for— applause  ! 
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FINALE 


Air — “  There  is  nae  Luck." 


I  hope  you’ll  all  a  lesson  take, 

E’en  though  you  were  thief  takers ; 
For  who  cannot  a  moral  make, 

From  these  our  Elbow-Shakers  / 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Thames  Tunnel  Workmen.  Bow  Street  Officers. 

Molly.  Obadiah.  Tommy.  Billy.  Sally.  Sparertb. 
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